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Tea And Sympathy 


The Helloween tour bus was almost soundlessly devouring miles and miles of Finland's roads, five months of the 


European tour behind them, cloudy night and northern winter all around them. 


Andi had caught a cold in a chilly dressing room of some d-list venue in Espoo. He had been drinking hot coffee, 
whining and grumbling for the whole morning and had a fever rising about nightfall 


His band-mates managed to separate him from his precious laptop, then to coerce him out of the coat and 
onto his bunk, and brought him medicine. Then they agreed that it was just as good because the main leg of 
the tour was almost finished, no more dates until the final show in a week, - and left him to his misery. Sasha 
headed off to join the lighting riggers in finishing a whiskey bottle, the rhythm section retired to the lounge to 


watch a movie. 


Weiki was smoking a cigarette in the head part of the bus. He didn't feel any particular urge to sleep or to 
read the book he had sneaked from the dressing room of their last venue. The flow of his thoughts was calm 
and measured, slowly taking rhythm, turning into something hummable, not unlike a melody. A distant murmur 


was watted from the lounge, and from the rear end he could hear hopeless, husky coughing. 


It was going on for maybe an hour. Finally Weikath couldn't take it anymore. He got up and headed for the rear 
end. The narrow passage between the bunks was lumbered with travel bags, someone's boots, coats hanging 
from the hooks. Weiki made his way through, turning away from the fir collars that tickled his face. The 


smoke trailed behind him in a bluish gray cloud. 


Andi was sitting on his bunk, wrapped up to his nose in a blanket, and flipping half-heartedly through some 
paper back 


Weikath settled on Markus' empty bunk just opposite to him. Andi lifted his head from the pages and gave him 


a weak smile. 
The engine was purring softly under the floor. The noise of the wheels couldn't be heard through the thick 
glass of the window. The blinds on Andis side were up, but there was nothing to look at: it was snowing heavily 


in the darkness outside. 


The cigarette was still smoldering in Weiki's fingers. He realized it and made a questioning gesture: not 


disturbing you? Andi waved it aside. 


For some time they were silent. Weiki studied Markus’ bag on the floor, the cover of a worn out magazine half 


under the pillow, the ceiling. Laughter and cheerful voices could be heard from the lounge. 

"Do you want me to, um, bring you something?" he finally uttered. "Cigarettes, maybe?" 

"No, thanks, I'm good," Andi answered in a hoarse voice. "Just stay with me for a while, ok?" 

Weiki furrowed the brow at him. 

"Why--" 

He almost immediately got why, and felt awkward and guilty for his insensibility, but Andi didn't look offended. 
None of his many blurts ever offended him. Andi was good with people; he talked and beamed for both of 
them, enamored the audience, calmed angry producers and conquered the hearts of tired receptionists, 
charming a Wi-Fi password or a spare hair dryer for the band out of them. 

"When's the next show?" he asked suddenly. 

Weiki raised the eyebrows. 

"25th of February. Don't tell me you've forgotten that." 


"Ah, well, yeah. Maybe | have." Andi shivered a little and hugged his shoulders. 


Weikath wasn't usually very good at reading thoughts - that is to say, he rarely bothered, but he had known 


Andi for almost thirty years and could easily guess what he was thinking right now. 
"Come on, there's a whole week. You'll get over it” 

Andi cast him a sidelong glance. 

"And what if | get complications?" 

"So we call off the concert," Weiki shrugged. 

"Again?" 


"Yeah, what's the problem? One time in three months, big deal," Weikath blurted out and bit his tongue. But, as 


they say, a word spoken is past recalling. 


"In four months, actually. But who's counting." Andi smiled weakly and sighed. "Maybe | should start taking 
better care of myself" He paused and added with a little chuckle: 


"Not twenty anymore, eh?" 


Weiki looked at his huddled-up, unhappy vocalist and recalled the twenty-something boy he had met at the 
station all those years ago. Just off the train, no luggage, only in his ragged jeans and that horrid pink Hawaiian 
shirt, Andi had looked like a cloud cuckoo hippie. Or a scarecrow. Weiki had doubted that that disheveled 
creature could even sing. But all of his doubts evaporated as soon as Andi smiled at him and opened his mouth 


for greeting. 


Weiki used to joke later that it was friendship from the first sight. In those lighter, happier days he had no 
problems with speaking his mind and showing his feelings. Then, before Michi, before Ingo, before everything. A 
lot has changed since those days. 


Of course he knew what was bothering Andi. What made him talk so loud and laugh so hard each time just 
before the show, a little too loud and a little too hard, and pick on Markus a little too persistently. And on the 
way to the stage - that damn half a dozen of steps; you can play for thirty years and still feel like a gladiator 
coming out to greet the roaring audience, - what made him play with the collar of his coat and adjust his 


earpieces with nervous fingers, over and over again. 


The same thing that made him so stubbornly refuse to quit smoking, no matter what. As if the absence of a 


cigarette could make his fears obvious, for the whole world to see. 
Weiki gave a soft chuckle. 


"You can start worrying about that when you're sixty.” 


"Do you think we'll still be there at the time? | mean, as a band?" 

"Why on Earth not? Personally | intend to have a long fruitful life and annoy as many people as | can" 
This time Andi couldn't help laughing. 

"Sometimes | really think that's exactly what your secret purpose in life is." 

"You figured it out! Now | have to kill you." 

Andi gave him a real, open smile. 

"Why dont you bring me some hot tea instead?" 

"Does your throat hurt?" 

"Like a bitch." 

"Your wish is my command then 


Weiki mocked a bow, gave a salute, then put his hands together and bowed again, and finally set off for the 
head of the bus where the food was stacked for the trip. He knew that behind him Andi was smiling. 


